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Foil, O dear madam, I beg your pardon. It was not my confidence in your ladyship that was deficient; but I thought the former good correspondence between your ladyship and Mr Mirabell might have hindered his communicating this secret.
Mrs Fain. Dear Foible, forget that.
Foib. O dear madam, Mr Mirabell is such a sweet winning gentleman - but your ladyship is the pattern of generosity. - Sweet lady, to be so good! Mr Mirabell cannot choose but to be grateful. I find your ladyship has his heart still. Now, madam, I can safely tell your ladyship our success. Mrs Marwood had told my lady; but I warrant I managed myself. I turned it all for the better. I told my lady that Mr Mirabell railed at her. I laid horrid things to his charge, I'll vow; and my lady is so incensed that she'll be contracted to Sir Rowland tonight, she says; - I warrant I worked her up, that he may have her for asking for, as they say of a Welsh maidenhead.
Mrs Fain. O rare Foible!
Foib, Madam, I beg your ladyship to acquaint Mr Mirabell of his success. I would be seen as little as possible to speak to him - besides, I believe Madam Marwood watches me. - She has a month's mind; but I know Mr Mirabell can't abide her. - [Calls.] John - remove my lady's toilet. Madam, your servant. My lady is so impatient, I fear she'll come for me, if I stay.
Mrs Fain. I'll go with you up the back stairs, lest I should meet her.
ACT III, SCENE 7 MRS MARWOOD alone
Mrs Mar. Indeed, Mrs Engine, is it thus with you? Are you become a go-between of this importance? Yes, I